A  PARTING SONG.
(To a friend leaving England for a year's residence in Australia.)
a
THESE winds and suns of spring
That warm with breath and wing The trembling sleep of Qarth, till half awake She laughs and blushes ere her slumber break,
For all good gifts they bring
Require one better thing, For all the loans of joy they lend us, borrow One sharper dole of sorrow, To sunder soon by half a world of sea Her son from England and my friend from me.